
Lent 5 — Article Form 
 
Where Breath Returns, Life Returns 
 
One of the first signs that something is not quite right is that we suddenly become aware of our 
breathing. Most of the time, breath stays in the background of life. Quiet. Unnoticed. Steady. But when 
we are not feeling well, when energy is low, when the body is under strain, when something feels 
unsettled, breathing moves to the foreground. We notice it. We pay attention to it. We realize how 
much depends on it. Something we rarely think about becomes the only thing we can think about.  
 
Scripture often speaks of breath as one of the clearest images of life itself. It is invisible, but essential. 
It is given, not manufactured. It is constant, yet easy to take for granted. That is why the readings for 
Lent 5 take us to places where breath seems absent: a valley of dry bones in Ezekiel, and a sealed tomb 
in John. In both scenes, the question is not simply whether something has ended. The deeper question 
is whether life can return. Whether breath can return. Because where breath returns, life returns.  
In Ezekiel, the prophet is led into a valley filled with bones. Not fresh remains. Dry bones. Bones 
exposed to time, stripped of vitality, long removed from any appearance of life. Everything about the 
scene suggests finality. Nothing is moving. Nothing is growing. Nothing is changing. And yet God 
asks the question: “Can these bones live?” It is a startling question, because it is really a question about 
breath. Not about structure. Not about memory. Not about what used to be. It is about whether the life-
giving breath of God can enter what looks far beyond repair.  
 
Bone joins bone. Structure returns. Form returns. But the turning point is not merely that the pieces 
come back together. Life comes when breath enters. That is when possibility returns. That is when 
movement returns. That is when what looked finished is revealed not to be finished after all.  
John’s Gospel gives us another version of the same truth. Lazarus is in the tomb. Grief has already 
begun its work. Expectations have already adjusted. Mary and Martha speak the sentence honest 
people speak in moments of loss: “Lord, if you had been here…” It is one of the saddest sentences in 
scripture because it is also one of the most familiar. Many lives contain sentences that begin that way. 
If only this had gone differently. If only the timing had changed. If only this had worked out another 
way.  
 
What is striking is that Jesus does not begin with explanation. Jesus begins with presence. Jesus weeps. 
Before there is a miracle, there is companionship. Before there is resurrection, there is shared sorrow. 
That matters. It means God is not distant from what feels final. God is present within it. Then Jesus 
calls Lazarus forward, and life returns. Breath returns. Movement returns. Possibility returns.  
That is why these texts matter so deeply. They speak to the seasons when life feels full, when energy is 
present, clarity is present, and direction seems steady. But they also speak to the other seasons, the 
seasons when life feels thinner, when energy is limited, when clarity feels far away, when direction is 
harder to see. Scripture does not deny those experiences. It speaks directly into them. And the promise 
is not that difficulty never comes. The promise is that breath can return. Strength can return. Clarity 
can return. Hope can return. Patience can return. Not always dramatically. Often gradually. But 
genuinely.  
 
We often assume that real change must feel dramatic in order to count. Scripture suggests something 
quieter. Bone joining bone. Breath returning gradually. A stone moved without fanfare. A morning that 



begins like any other morning until we slowly realize something has changed. God does not wait for 
ideal conditions to give life. God gives life within real conditions. Breath rarely announces itself 
dramatically. It simply returns—steadily, quietly, persistently. And slowly we discover that what felt 
empty is not empty, what felt finished is not finished, and what felt depleted is not beyond renewal.  
Most people who have lived long enough know this from experience. There are seasons that feel 
uncertain, heavy, difficult. And then, little by little, strength returns. Perspective returns. Possibility 
returns. Breath returns. That is one of the deepest lessons of Lent. We are not sustained by urgency.  
We are sustained by grace. We are not sustained by pressure. We are sustained by presence. Life is 
given. Breath is gift.  
 
Perhaps the invitation of this text is simply to notice what restores breath. A moment of quiet. A word 
of gratitude. A shift in perspective. An act of trust. God often meets us not through force but through 
renewal. Breath does not hurry. Breath sustains.  
 
A valley filled with dry bones. A sealed tomb. Two situations that appear lifeless. And yet breath 
returns. Because the God who gives life continues giving life—quietly, steadily, faithfully. Where 
breath returns, life returns.  Amen.  
  


